Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Presbnted by the Publishers 



TEXT-BOOK COLLECTION 



flllfl aEBEIIEIIl Tlllll 

SCHOOL OF EDUCATION 
LIBRARY 



TEXTBOOK COLLECTION 

GIFT OF 

THE PUBLISHERS 



J 



STANFORD NQBk UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARIES 



Educational Publishing Co. 

SA.\ FliAN'CISOO 









. i 



Stories 



FROM 



BlRDLAND 



VOLUiVLE II. 



BY 



ANNIE CHASE 

DEPAETMEITP OF EDUCATION 
LEL-jrp ST/JJPOBD JUUIOE UNIYE^ 



EDUCATIONAL PUBLISHING COMPANY 

BOSTON 

NEW YORK CWCXC« 



623172 



COFYKKtHTKl* IH'.m 
BV K|>UCAT10NaL I'UliLISHlNG (JO. 



CONTENTS 



DoAviiy Woodpecker . 

Flicker. 

Purple Finch 

Cuckoo (Yellow-hilled) 

Red-eyed Vireo 

Black and Yellow Warbler 

Bank Swallow 

Blue Jay 

Ground llobiu 

Cedar Waxwina: 

Crow 

Ked-bird 

Ked-winged Blackbird 

Least Flycatcher . 

Fine Siskin 

Golden-crowned Kinglet 

White-breasted Nuthatch 

Maryland Yellow-tliroat 

Robert of Lincoln (Poem) 

Yellow-breasted Chat 

Duck 

Cormorant 

Sea Gull 

Sea Gull's Song {Poem) 

Storm V Fetrel 

Stormy Fetrel {Poem 

Quail 

Hen Hawk 

Fish Hawk 

Sparrow Hawk 

Owl . 

Vulture (Red Headed) 

Eagle 



Page 

< 
13 
19 
23 
27 
31 
33 
37 
43 
47 
.>t) 
(>3 
(J7 
to 
77 
81 
87 
91 
95 
99 
103 
107 
109 
112 
115 
118 
120 
125 
131 
137 
143 
149 




DOWNY WOODFKCKKR. 



STORIES FROM 

BIRDLAND. 



VOLUTVIE II. 



THE DOWNY WOODPECKER. 

"Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap!" 

Who is tapping on that 
hollow tree? 

Can it be a ivood-nymph 
tapping to be let out? 

Not a bit of it. 

It is Mr. Woodpecker get- 
ting his breakfast. 

He is after grnbs under 
the bark of the tree. 
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He bores a hole with his 
sharp bill. 

He hears Mr. Grub gna^w- 
ing. 

Mr. Woodpecker will not 
give up until he has the 
grub. 

See, he has bored a long 
way around the limb of the 
tree. 

See ho^\^ he holds on the 
upright bough with his 
sharp claws. 

Persevere, little black and 



BI RDF. AND. 9 

white bird, you deserve a 
good meal. 

He sees us, but takes no 
heed. 

"Rap, tap, tap," goes his 
bill like a tiny carpenter's 
hammer. 

He looked so much like 
the grey and white bark of 
the tree v^e could not see 
him at first. 

Mr. Woodpecker could 
not find a hollow limb to 
suit him for a home. 
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He chose a fine, large 1 imb. 

Then he dug and dug with 
that little bill, till he made a 
sti'aight opening into it for 
six or eight inches. 

Then he dug downward 
sixteen inches. 

With his bill, he carried 
out all the chips which he 
could not scrape out with 
his feet. 

The tunnel he made in 
this way made a nice, snug, 
home for their fine, white 



eggs and the little ■wood- 
peckers when they came. 

"Tap, tap, tap!" 

Mr. Woodpecker does not 
sing. 

He is too busy. 




WOOUPKCKKIt. 



THE FLICKER. 



There is one ^woodpecker 
Avhich does not climb trees 
like his cousin ^^^oodpeck- 



ers. 



He is called the Flicker. 

If you should see him a 
long way off you would not 
call him handsome. 

But look at him closely. 

He has beautiful feathers. 



His back and win^^ ^sc^^ 
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of light l)r()wii, witli black 
bands upon them. 

He has a scarlet spot on 
his head. 

This spot is shaped like a 
crescent. 

He has a black crescent on 
his throat. 

The nnder surface of his 

^\rings are of bright golden 
yello^^r. 

His breast is pale, pinkish 
bro^\^n. 

Mr. Flicker is great for a 
frolic. 
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He chases his neighbor 
along the boughs in a fine 
game of catch. 

All the ^while he cries, 
''Wake up, wake up, ^v\^ake 
up!" 

The Flicker and his mate 
are great ^\rorkers. 

They know when a limb 
is hollow, though it looks 
sound on the outside; just as 
Mr. Squirrel knows an un- 
sound nut. 

Nothing can make th.e,\:^ 
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give up work until they 
have made a hole through 
the sound part into the hol- 
low inside. 

They often Avork away 
into the night. 

When the hole is made 
they leave the soft chips and 
dust for a lining for their 
nest. 

Then they lay their six 
^white eggs. 

The Flicker likes to live 
in old orchards and groves. 



BIRDL4ND. 



This pretty bird visits the 
northern part of our country; 
but in the Middle and 
Southern States he stays the 
year round. 




THE PURPLE FINCH. 

O, what a beauty you are, 
little bird! 

He is a Purple Finch. 

His head, back, and a part 
of his breast are covered 
with crimson purple feath- 



ers. 



A gentleman ^who loves 
birds once went to Mexico. 

There he found his little 
friend, this Finch, *^JS^ \^^o«x^. 



\ss 
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as tame could be, building 
about houses and churches 
in every nook and corner, 
and even going boldly in- 
side the houses for dinners 
of crumbs. 

Sometimes this little 
Finch takes a barn s^wal- 
low's nest, and uses it for 
his own if he can drive Mr. 
Swallow away. 

When he builds his nest 
himself, he makes it in some 
corner of a building, if he is 
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near man; if not, he builds 
in caves, or clefts in rocks, 
or among lo^v^r shrubs. 

His song is a sweet, clear 
Tv^arble. 

He is a rare bird, and 
it may be you have never 
seen him. 
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THE CUCKOO. 

(YELLOW BILLED.) 



What bird is that up there 

among the leaves of. the 

elm? 

iiis feathers are ^white, and 
of a delicate ash color with a 

bit of light olive. 

See what a long, broad 
tail he has. 

He is climbing; he is a 
climbing bird. 



ij. 
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Ho is calling, "Cuckoo! 
cuckoo!" 

There — he has told us ^\^ho 
he is. 

While he makes his harsh 
notes, he liops ahoiit and eats 
trouhlesonie gruhs and 
worms as fast as he can. 

He has eaten enough now, 
and aAvay he flies. 

He does not fly in a 

straight line, nor in circles, 

but he darts ahead a moment, 

^ then turns off all at once, as 
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though he had just thought 
of some errand which he 
must do in anotlier spot. 

He likes to build his nest 
on the lo^w bough of a tree, 
or in a barberry bush. 

It is a very careless nest, 
made of a few sticks thrown 
together, and lined with 



moss. 



RED-EYED VIREO. 



Here is a busy little bird. 

See how eagerly he is 
searching among the leaves 
of the trees for caterpillars 
and worms. 

There he goes after an 
insect, Avhich I just saw 
darting away from the 
green leaves of that young 
twig. 

Now and then he warbles 
a bit of his song. 



'a 
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Xow he holds up his head 
and sings his ^vhole song. 

**\Vee, che-we-o," — ^vith a 
Avarble and a turn, and in 
such a SAveet tone. 

He sings away without 
any thought of himself, and 
as though he Avere dreaming 
about something we can not 



see. 



Me has a happy, contented 



air. 



He conies from the South 
with the first week of May. 
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He likes best to build his 
nest in the woods. 

He and his mate make 
their nest of bits of bark, 
pieces of wasps' nests, 
spiders' nests, and also 
pieces of caterpillars' silk. 

He glues them all together 
^with saliva from his little 
mouth. 

The nest is shaped like a 
basket and hangs from a 
forked limb. 



THE BLACK AND YELLOW WARBLER 

What a gorgeous little 
fellow this is! 

His dress is of black and 

« 

bright yellow. 

He loves the damp, 
s^wampy woods wrhere the 
magnolias bloom- 
He is sometimes called 
the Magnolia Warbler. 

He keeps among the 
higher branches of the trees, 
^where he darts about as fast 
as he can fly, making little 
chirping notes as laci ^o^^. 



%\ 



THE BANK SWALLOW. 

See that flock of birds! 

There are hundreds flying 
together. 

They are going into and 
out of those holes in that 
sand bank. 

ISTow they are sailing 
about for their breakfast, 
like the barn sA\^allows, with 
their mouths wide open. 

They like best th.^ W'g^ 



^?. 
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banks by the sea-sliore for 
their nests. 

They dug out those deep 
holes with their tiny bills, 
boring into the ground and 
swinging around on their 
feet. 

It takes them four or five, 
and even ten days, to make 
the hole large enough. 

The long, winding gallery 
to the nest grows " larger 
near the nest itself. 

The nest is lined with 
feathers. 



BmrLAND. 35 

Those cruel boys are try- 
ing to dig out the nests by 
digging down from the top. 

I liope they will not find 
a single nest, don't you? 

There, they see us and are 
running away. 

Your homes are saved this 
time little s^v^^allows. 



THE BLUE JAY. 



See, there is a large hii^d 
on the cedai' tree. 

He is eleven inches long. 

He is all dressed out in 
blue and purple, black and 
white. 

He has a blue crest on his 
head. 

How vain he is! 

See ho^w he nods and flirts 
his feathers. 



■M 
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Ho^\^ he did scream just 
now ^when we came near! 

Now you are up in that 
high oak, sir, your notes are 
low and sweet. 

You are mimicing the 
other birds, you saucy fellow! 

You have a large nest in 
that cedar tree. 

In it are five eggs of a 
dull, olive color, spotted 
with brown. 

You called your mate just 
now, ^th a queer, little 
squeak. 
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What do you eat, sir? 

*'0,"says Mr. Blue Jay, "I 
like acorns, Indian corn and 
chestnuts. 

Sometimes I eat little 
young birds and new laid 



eggs. 



J) 



O, do you eat other birds' 
children, you ^\^icked fellow? 

''Yes, now and then; one 
must have a little fresh 
m.eat for dinner; you need 
not blame me too much for 
that, boys and girls, toY ^oro- 



must remomber that you 
like chickens and turkeys 
to eat." 




"I Iiate owls," says Mr. 
Blue Jay. 

"I despise them. 

They stare at one with 
such stupid, great eyes. 

Then they are such rob- 
bers I 
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If we Jays see one, we 
scold and fight hini until 
we drive him away. 

We Jays are fine scholars. 

A cousin Jay of mine 
lived with a kind gentleman, 
and I have heard he learned 



to talk like a parrot. 



5? 



Yes, we heard about that 
same cousin, Mr. Jay, and 
we heard that he would 
steal anything he could lay 
hold of with his bill. 

Mr. Jay takes no notice. q>1 



our remark, but goes on 
praising himself. 

" We stay north all winter, 
remember; not many birds 

dare to do that. 

We hide acorns, nuts and 
corn away for winter use in 
any hoUo^v tree or post. 

Did you ever notice how 
many trees spring up in the 
field and pastures after a 
wet ^nter? 

We Jays dropped the seeds. 

We have planted many a 
grand oak." 




GROUND ROBIN OR CHEWINK. 

We are on the edge of a 
wood. 

Why, there is a little bird 
scratching among the leaves 
just like a hen. 

He is eating bugs and 
worms. 

Now and then he looks up 
and says, "Tair-"wee, tair- 
wee, tair-wee ! " 
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He is all spotted over ^v^^ith 
white, red, and black. 

Whisk! he is gone into 
the bushes. 

He whisked a^\^ay like a 
squirrel. 

He is called the Ground 
Robin. 

He sings four months out 
of the year. 

He is never A\^eary of sing- 
ing. 




sings m ram or sun- 
shine, heat or cool. 

There is his ivest t\.onn qtcv 
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the ground in that tuft of 
grass. 

There are four eggs in it. 

Next autumn, when he is 
gone South, ^ve will look 
more closely at the nest. 

There he is again peeping 
up at us from behind that 
root. 

O, he is flying away! 

HoAv he jerks himself and 
flirts his tail feathers! 

Come back, little Che- 
wink; we will not harm 
you nor your snug nest. 



CEDAR WAXWING. 



See what an elegant shape 
this little fellow has! 

He does not wear bright 
colors, hut his feathers are 
almost as fine and delicate 
as the down on a pussy 
willow 

On his outer A\^ing feathers 
are little scarlet dots, which 
look like tiny dots of red 
sealing-wax. 



ATI 
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Very A\rell ; have they not 
earned a right to eat some 
fruit? 

•Last spring, ^vhen the 
canker Avornis were very 
small, the Cedar Birds ate a 
great many, and so saved us 
all the fruit we have. 

Then, for shame! if ^we 
cannot allow them a fevr 
strawberries, or plums, or 
pears for their kindness 

The Cedar Birds love 
company and are very fond 
of each other. 
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A Cedar Bird was once 
caught in a net which had 
been spread over some 
stra^\^berries. 

Her loving little mate 
stayed so near that he was 
caught in a gentleman's 
hand. 

He A\^as set free, however ; 
but he could not leave his 
mate in distress; so he still 
lingered close by, calling to 
lier in a sweet, lisping tone. 

The kind gentleman un- 
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tangled the little bird from 
the net, and, holding her np 
in the sunshine, opened his 
gentle hand. 

Away she fle^\^ with her 
mate, as fast as her wings 
could carry her, to their 
home in the junipers. 

There they sat, resting 
and talking about the net 
in their own sweet, lisping 
way, dressing their tumbled 
feathers all the while. 

"Why did you let thera 
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go?" grumbled Farmer 
Gruff to the gentleman, 
''they'll eat more straw- 
berries." 

''Perhaps they are worth 
more than the strawberries," 
said the kind gentleman. 

What do you think? 




THE CROW. 

Poor, old, black (!row! 

Nobody praises his feath- 
rs, nor his song. 

ISTohody seems to love him, 
lor to wi'ite pretty vei'ses 
.bout him. 

"Oaw, eaw, caw! 
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Do yoii think I care for 
that?" croaks the old Crow. 

"Ha, ha! I am no fool. 

I watched that qneer look- 
ing thing in the field there 
all the morning. 

It was only put there to 
scare me. 

Pooh! it has arms that 
never move, except as the 
^nd sways them, and it 
carries a gun of solid wood. 

Ha, ha! Caw, caw! 

See ; I dare alight on . its 



arm. 
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I peck at the corn under 
its y^ery nose. 

(To tell you the truth it 
has no nose under that old, 
straw hat.) 

I am a little afraid of that 
string, however. 

I have a good home. 

It is a great, rough nest of 
twigs and sticks, wet moss, 
and now and then, some 
horse hair. 

« 

The nest is away up in 
"that high tree. 
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HoAv would you like to 
climb up there and see my 
foiii' pale gTeen eggs? 

But YOU dare not, it is so 
high up. 

I think the farmers are 
verv selfish. 

They scold l)ecause I help 
myself, now and then, to a 
handful of corn. 

The hugs, T\roi*ms, beetles, 
and grubs I kill for the farm- 
ers, are never mentioned. 

AVe are hunted and shot 
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often, but we ai'e so wise we 
are not caught without some 
trouble. 

"We can learn a great 
many things if we are given 
the chance. 

We can learn to talk, to 
eat from your hand, and to 
understand many things." 

A gentleman once owned 
a tame cro^w. 

Every day the crow 
perched upon his shoulder 
for food. 
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After a time the crow was 
noAvhere to he found. 

One day, eleven months 
after, the gentleman ^v\^as 
standing with a friend hy 
the side of a river. 

All at once a crow alight- 
ed on his shonlder and begaiL 
talking away at a great rate - 



u 



Ho! you are my ol 




friend," said the gentlema 



a 



Come, let me take you i 



my hand, and carry yo 
hack to your old home." 
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"Not I," croaked the crow; 
and, raising liis wings, he 
flew away high rip iinrong 
his mates, and was never 
seen or heard from aftei- 
ward. 




THE RED-BIRD. 



In the Southern States 
_ives the dear little crested 
Red-Bird. 

He is bright red ; even his 
Dill is red. 

Around his hill, on his 
aeck and wings, are a few 
Dlack feathers, and he wears 
i^ bright red crest. 

Ho^w pretty he looks on a 



;^reen bough ! 



^ 
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His beauty is not all 
the outside, for he sir 
wonderfully. 

Now he whistles a loi 
clear not(\ 

NoAv^ he sings softly a 
almost as sweetly as 1 
nightingale. 

For more than half 
year he sings his songs. 

The lady Red-Bird 
sing almost as well, and 
have fine concerts. 

In the lower parts ( 
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Southern States he makes 
iriends of the snowbirds and 
sparrows. 

Hopping about with them 
>ii roadsides aiid fences, he 
D.ever puts on airs l)ecanse 
xe is dressed better than 
liey. 

Not he; he is too Avise to 
•3)end time with sucli non- 
»ense. 

The Red-Bird's nest is 
^mong briers or low trees, 
^ear to some sparkling 
^roo k. 
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His speckled eggs are verjr 
precious to liijii, judging loy 
the Avay he ho\'ers near the 
nest and his mate. 

But h(^ is \'eiy shy. 

See, now he tries to hido 
himself. 



\ 



^^^tia» 



^ 





THE RED-WINGED BLACKBIRD. 

Come down into the mead- 
»w A\^here the deep woods 

)order it. 

Hark ! 

"Chip, churee; chip, chn- 
ee!" 

It seems to come from tlie 

^rass out tliere, wliere the 
Tishes and weeds are tallest. 

There is something mov- 
ng there ! 

A rush and roar of A\^in2rs, 



*s\ 
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and see, that bush is covered 
with blackbirds. 

Most of them have red 

spots on the wing. 

How they do chirp! 

One is singing a sort of 
solo. 

All the I'est sing, "Chur- 
xee, chu-ree, chu-ree!" 

They always travel in 
:flocks. 

Now they all rise up in 
"the air. 

Now they all settle down 
again in the long gxa^^. 



;o 
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They are eating grubs, 
worms and caterpillars. 

A good work, Mr. Blacks 
bird, but too many peopL 
do not realize it, because yo 
eat corn and rice in tliei_ n* 



season. 







NEST OF KED-WINGED BLACKBIRD. 



Near to the borders of 
streams, or along marshy 
coasts, the blackbirds build 
their nests. 



BIUDLAND. 



And such nests! 

No bird but the Oriole 
an equal Mr. Blackbird in 
)uilding a home. 

It hangs like a basket from 
. twig, or is set up between 
all twigs. 

Outside it is made of 
ticks and twigs, or the 
)road, strong leaves of the 

Inside it is lined with 
hedges and fine grasses. 
Mr. Blackbird hinvse-li 1% 
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very watchful when Mrs. 
Black})! rd is on the nest. 

His briglit eye sees danger 
when it is a long way off, 
and he sounds the alarm. 

When the little ones come 
he is a veiy anxious and 
careful papa.. 

The Red-winged Black- 
bird is found all over North 
America. 

He comes to New England 
as early as March. 

In Pennsylvania h 
makes his nest in May. 
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Lii New England hi 
makes his nest in June. 

In August 3^ou can see 
flocks of them, as we saw 
those to-day. 

They are getting i-eady to 
travel South again. 

Give us another concert 
before yon go. 

But they only rise with a 
oise like a rushing ^water- 

11, and fly out of sight. 

Come again next year, 

tie birds; you do more 
)d than harm. 



THE LEAST FLYCATCHER. 

See this tiny bird; it is 
~but a little larger than a 
Immniing bii^d. 

He is a jolly, social, little 
fello^w. 

He is a flycatcher, and as 
lie is so small he is called 
the Least Flycatcher. 

One of these little Fly- 
catchers nested, at one time, 
in a honeysuckle vine close 
\>j a lady's door. 



7T» 
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There he staved Avith his 
wife and his funny little 
ones. 

He would sit on a STving- 
ing spray of the vine and 
sing, "Chee bee, chee bee, 
chee bee!" till the children 
looked out of the window at 
him, or ran from their play 
for a peep at his gre}^ dress. 

There he would sit, unless 
they came too near, and 
warble his little song till it 

was a wonder his little, 

white breast did not burst. 

He came in May and 

stayed until October, 



THE PINE SISKIN. 



There is a bird making a 
Q-est in the pine tree this 




st day of October. 

It is the Pine Siskin. 

He ^11 stay all winter. 

Hark! 

He sings with a whistle 
so thin and T^^avering that 
^e must listen closely to 
tLear it. 

Has he stopped singing? 



w 



ni ROLAND. 79 

Tie stopped avIkui we 
tliouglit his sojig ]ijid just 

begun. 

That is his way of singing; 
and it always jnakes one 
^vlsh he woiikl sing more. 

Is not that better than 
singing too iniich? 

Re is dark brown and 
g"i"eenisli white in color, and 
l^iis ^^ings are dark, with 
^i^lit bands. 



GOLDEN CROWNED KINGLET. 

Now it is late October. 
The golden-rod is dying 
irid the trees have lost their 
brightest leaves. 

Good-by! good-l)y! good-by! 
ittle birds; you are all gone 
> the South. 

We miss you very much, 
t w^e would not have you 
7 in the ice and snow, 
^hy! here is a bird now. 
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"Yes! yes!" whist 

Birdie. 

"See my golden cro^^^n. 
It gives me m.y nam.e. 

I am called the Gol( 
Crowned Kinglet. 

I am come to stay 
^nter and sing with 
chickadee and nuthatch. 

I am very small, I kn 
almost as small as the hi 
ming hird and the wir 
wren, hut I do not mind 
cold. 

When the storm ^vi; 
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^1 and grow very, very 
d, I creep in among the 
le and cedar boughs, 
^here I curl up in a little 
1 and fall fast asleep, 
^hen the sun conies 
tin I dart out and fly 
ay, a^\^ay in the clear air; 
;h air as summer never 
ngs. 

watched t^^^o little girls 
ling one day last winter, 
^hey had fine sport. 
)ne of them threw down 
it of bread when she saw 
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I had a fine feast after shte 

Tvas gone, and I have loved 
little girls in red hoods ev(3T 

since. 

When Avarni Aveathe '^ 

conies L fly away to coL^ 

land s. 



<"J5J 



Do 3'ou like my song? 

A^vay he goes. 

His breast is a dull whit^^ 

His back is olive green. 

His wings and tail ar*^ 
broAvn. 

You are a little fellow, w^ 
are so glad you can sta;>^ 
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rough the dreary winter 
eather. 






nding tree bough, tell me 
re you happy, say, 
"hen a bird lights on you 
L his graceful way? 

o you clap your pretty 
leaves 

'hen he sings his best? 

o you know the secret 

L his downy breast? 

'ise old tree boagh, tell me 
ow does God make a bird? 
! the naughty tree bough 
nswers not a word. 



HE WHITE-BREASTED NUTHATCH. 

Look! hero is a l)ird liang- 
1^ head dowiiAvard. 

How he tAvists and turns 
bout! 

Are you studying gym- 
astics, little bird? 

He flies down to the 
L*ound. 

He moves like a wood- 



scker. 



See 1 he has f ouiid a xlax!^. 
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Do not frighten him a 
yon \vill see him do a ve 
funnv trick. 

He has put the nut 
that little hole in the tr 
trunk. 

If you leave it there, s 
Mr. Squirrel will carry 

off. 

"OI" sa3"s Birdie, as tv 
as he can, "I shall not lea 



it there. 



>? 




See! he is using his t 
for a hammer with whi 

to crack the nut. 
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"Tap! rap! tap!" 

He has broken the shell 

Novj^ he is eating the meat 
of the nut. 

Where did you learn that 
pretty trick? 

But Birdie does not an- 
s\\rer; perhaps, because his 
^DCLouth is so full. 

His crown is black. 

His back and tail are 
fey-blue. 

His breast and throat are 

xll white. 



He is called the Xuthatch. 
He has a nest in that hole 



in the tree. 

He has learned to eat nuts, 
as TV'ell as insects and Tvornis, 
because he stavs with us all 
Tv^inter. 

AVe will gather and save 
some nuts for you, little 
Xuthatch. 

We will bring you some 
when the cold winter winds 
blow and the snow covers 
everything. 



"The MARYLAND YELLOW THROAT. 

Ho^\r cool and quiet it is 
iJ^ this swampy spot! 

There is a little bird, dart- 
^ixg through the tangled 



nes. 



He caught an insect, then. 
Hear him carol his pretty 




\ 



^' Whe-tit-te-tee ! " 
" Whe-tit-te-tee ! " 
He is going to the nest^ 
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aow, ^where his little ones 
ire sleeping -aiider mam ma's 
)reast. 

His throat and breast are 
•right yellow, and his back 
5 olive green. 

His name is Maryland 
-"ellow Throat. 

.How plainly yoii can see 
is yelloT^ throat when he 

3 on the A\^ing! 

There is his nest in that 
h.icket. 

The nest is made of leaves 

Ud grass and lined with 

airs. 

In September he will go to 

^armer lands. 



ROBERT OF LINCOLN. 

WUHnm Cullen Bryant, 

Trily swinging on brier 
and weed, 

ar to the nest of his little 
dame, 

er the mountain side or 
mead, 

bert of Lincoln is telling 
his name: 

3ob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 

jpink, spank, spink; 

ug and safe in that nest of 
ours, 

dden among the summer 
flowers. 

Chee, chee, chee. 



^a 
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Robert of Lincoln is gayl;; 

dressed, 
Wearing a bright blaol 

Avedding coat; 
White are his shoulders ari- 

white his crest, 
Hear him call in his merr'' 

note: 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink; 
Look, what a nice new co^-^ 

is mine, 
Sure there was never a bix'<^ 

so fine. 

Chee, chee, chee. 
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bert of Lincoln's Quaker 

wife, 
etty and quiet, witli plain 

brown wings, 
ssing at home a patient 

life, 
oods in the grass A\^hile 

her husband sings: 
3ob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
^pink, spank, spink; 
ood, kind creature; you 

need not fear 
-ieves and robbers while I 

am here. 

(Jhee, chee, chee. 




i 



THE YELLOW BREASTED CHAT. 

W hat an odd sound ! 

It is like the whirr of a 
g'l^eat bird's wing. 

IN'ow it sounds like the 
t)arking of a dog. 

It is the song of the Chat. 

Here he is in this bush, 
'lose beside his little nest. 

He is so very shy we 

lust not go nearer to him. 
His throat, breast, and tb^^ 
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lining of his wdngs are 
yelknv. 

His back and the outside 
of his wings are olive green. 

He sends liis voice far 
aAvav from him. 

XoAv he makes it sound 
down in tliat tuft of ferns. 

He does that so we can notriiii 
tell just ^vhere he is. 

He makes the sounds sctd 
often we should think, if w 
were not so well acquaintec3 
T^rith him, that the thicket 
was full of Chats. 
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He is a real fairy and has 
cti armed all this spot. 

He has a queer habit of 
flying up into the air with 
liis little legs dangling. 

Up, up he goes, his legs 
looking as helpless as 
tlaough he had never once 
tiopped upon them. 

Then down he goes to the 
ground and alights on his 
feet. 

Then up he goes again. 

Is it not a funny play? 




SWIMMING BIRDS. 
THE DUCK. 

Did yoii ovGi' notice Mr. 
Duck's feot? 

There is soinotliiiig 
stretched across liis toes. 

It is a web. 

It makes a nice paddle for 
Mr. Duck wlieji lie is swim- 
ming. 
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He cannot pei-ch on a limb 
or twig 1j(?caiise of it. 
He cannot walk gracelnlly 




because his feet are set so 
far back. 

But what does Mr. Duck 
care for that? 

What fun is thei'O in-. 
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perching and walking wlien 
oxie can swim? Nothing. 

Mr. Duck waddles down 
"to the river and leaps in. 

"Quack, quack!" 

See how he rows with his 
flat, web feet. 

Ho^\r he enjoys himself! 

You can tell a swimming 
bird by his feet. 

They look just like Mr. 
^ uck's feet. 

Can you think of some 
^■^ore birds a\^1io like to 
sWim ? 




THE CORMORANT. 



Here is another swimmer. 

He has a long, hard name. 

The Cor-mo-rant. 

His bill is even longer 
than his name, is it not? 

See how the end of his 
bill is hooked. 

IHe catches fish with his 



WTv 
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His throat can be stretched 
verv wide, so he is able to 
swallow a very large fish. 

His home is in a nest high 
up in the I'oeks that stretch 
out into the sea. 

Xo, he never sings. 

How we should laugh i^ 
he tried to bring a prett);^. 
song out of that great bill 
his. 




THE SEA CULL. 

See those long winged 
birds. 

They are flying in circles 
^nd curves over the sea. 

Now and then they alight 
•^pon the rocks on the shore. 

There is one where we 
*^a,n see him quite plaiTxly . 
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He looks some like M: 
Duck, but his legs are longe: 

You look most beautifr 
when you are on wing, M 
Gull. 

You look very funn 
perching. 

Sometimes a gull build 
upon a tree, but more ofte: 
upon a rocky ledge. 

He and his mate make 
very pretty nest of Ion: 
salt marsh grass. 

They weave the strav 
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Ill 



together with such care and 

skill, that it makes a very 

nice home for the little gulls. 

Would you believe they 

could weave with their 

clumsy bills and feet? 

^^ou will find gulls along 
tlie shores of the oceans and 
salt lakes in all parts of the 
world. 





A SEA CULL'S SONG. 

Over the "waves on my 

■\vings of light, 
Over the waves when the 

sun is liriglit, 
Over the waves "when the 

ships go out, 
Over the waves when the 

storm "W'inds shout, 
I skim, "with my wings low 

dipping. 
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I have seen the light gleam 

from the house in the 
hay, 

I have seen hoats go down 

just over the way, 
I have seen the sun dip his 

red face in the sea, 
I have seen beams laughing 

and dancing with glee; 
I Watch T^ith my wings low 

dipping. 



-•»^A 




THE STORMY PETREL. 

What is that black speck 
out there upon the sea 
■^aves? 

It is a little bird. 

He is called the Stormy 
Petrel. 

There is a storm com^ing 

The "waves look very dark 
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and augry, and the sky is 
black. 

Is the bird afraid? 

Xo, not he. 

See, he dips his little breast 
in the cold Avater. 

Xow he shoots up, up, 
toward the l:)lack clouds. 

Xow he darts down again 
and sits upon the ^vaA^es. 

See how he bobs up and 
down like a tinv boat. 

That is the T\^ay the 
Stormy Petrel rests, with the 
great ocean for his cradle. 
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and with the winds to rock 
him to sleep. 

He is never afraid of the 
big, plunging waves. 

He knows they will not 
harm a little bird. 

Sailors are afraid when 
they see the Petrel. 

They know a storm is 
coming, for this brave, little 
hird loves to fly far out into 
mid-ocean whenever he feels 
a tempest on its way. 

He has a mate and nest on 
the rocky coast. 




THE STORMY PETREL. 

What arc you dreaming, y 

brave, little sea-bird. 
There on the waves, yc 

head undoi- yonr winj 
Wliat do you think wh 

you wake, little sea-bii 
Do you love the grand so 

that the sea loves 



smgr 
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Do you think those black 
clouds are as lonely as 
sunset ? 

Do you pity the sailors or 
care for their pain? 

Do you loA^c^ best the sky or 
the waves, little Petrel ? 

Come, tell us the secrets 
you've learned from the 



ram. 




\valk;nu .'R scratching bird; 

QUAIL. 

Havk:— ■Bui. White. B 
AVhite!'" 

" NFore wot, more av 
more Avet!" 

It is a quail out there 
tlio com-field. 



Look out, Farmer John, or 

your hay will get wet, for 

the quail keeps singing, 
*'More wet, more ^wet!" 

We heard him yesterday 
^vv^lien ^we were picking black- 
t)erries, and it rained last 
night. 

Xiook through the sky- 
glass at Mr. Quail. 

He is speckled all over 
^ith black and brown and 
^hite. 

iie has a round, plump 
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bodv. a small head, a short 
tail, and li>ntr le^s. 

There is a nest in that 
thieket. 

It is built on the gTound 
near the fence. 

Ho^' many eggs do yon 
think there are in it? 

One, two, three, four, five, 
six, seven, eight, nine, ten. 

Ten little Avhite, pear- 
shaped eggs. 

I hope nothing will trouble 
them. Cruel and thoughtless 
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people have hunted the 
quail with guns and dogs 
till he scarcely dares show 
liimsell 

Sing away, Mr. Quail, 
^^arn Farmer John of com- 
ing rain, and we hope he 
will not let his boys shoot 
you. 

He ought to be very grate- 
ful to you. 



BIRDS OF PREY. 



THE HAWK. 



What is the trouble 
among the chickens? 

Manama Hen jvist cried 
. out, and all the chicks hid 
i^inder those gi^eat burdock 
leaves. 

Mamma Hen herself 
seemed frightened, too. 

She stretched up her neck 



ViJ» 
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V 

and opened her round eyes 
very wide. 

O, I see what it is! 

Look out there, A\rhere the 
^v^roods border the nieadoA\r 
land. 

There is a wide-winged 
bird sailing along the air. 

It is a Hawk. 

If he had caught one of 
Mamma Hen's fluffy chick- 
ens, he would have torn it in 
pieces with his great, cruel 
beak and eaten it. 
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The Hawk does not like 
to give up such a prize. 

He is coming back again. 

See how he sails along the 
air; he scarcely flaps his 
Tvings. 

Now he is sailing away 
up above the trees, as though 
he had no thought of catch- 
ing a chicken. 

Now he drops down, 
down, down, till he might 
dip his wings in the mead- 
o^w brook. 
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Ah! he is after those 

ducks. 

Let US r\in down to the 

watei' and scare him away. 




Ho would have caught a 
duck then, but Mamma 
Duck gave a cry, and all 
her little ones darted under 
water. 
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Shoo ! Shoo ! Go away Mis- 
ter Hawk, or Farixier John 
^ill be after you with his 
g'Un. 

A.y^'a,y he goes. 

Sometimes he catches 
sc^uiiTels and rabbits. 

Sometimes he catches and 
eats snakes, and even crick- 
ets and grasshoppers. 

Is it not too bad that some- 
thing must die before Mrs. 
Hawk can have her break- 
fast? 



This liawk is light brown 
and white. 




Her hill and cla^n-'s are 
iornied on pm-pose for tear- 
ing flesh in pieces. 

She has a large, coarse 
nestin the woods somewhere. 

In June there were two 
bluish eggs in it. 

JSTow her young ones are 
quite well grown. 




THE FISH HAWK. 

We are down by the 
shore of the ocean. 

Look! there are two great 
birds. 




il 
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They have white bodies. 

Their wings and tails are 
deep brown. 

What sti'ong, huge lieaks 
they have. 

Their legs and claws are 
very strong. 

They have alighted on the 
sa^nd. 

They are hunting for 
SB^-weeds. 

« 

They take the largest and 
"t^e dry est of the long, dan- 
gling weeds in their beaks. 
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Now they are soaring 
a^^^ay with the weeds flying 
like flags. 

What a funny sight! 

They will line their nest 
with the sea-weeds. 

Their home must be in 
those ^"oods, away over 
there by that rocky shore. 

They are coming back. 

See, they are sailing out 
over the Tvaves. 

Ho, one of them just 
plunged into the water! 
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He has caught a fish in 
his strong cla^^^s. 

Can he hold him? 

The fish is a large one and 
tries hard to get away. 

Now we kno^w the birds 
are Fish Ha^wks. 

The Fish Hawk has 
alighted on that , jutting 
crag, and is eating the fish. 

O, yon cruel bird! 

But Mr. Fish Hawk looks 
up from his meal as much 
as to say, "Don't you like to 
eat fish, little girl?" 



THE SPARROW HAWK. 

There goes a Sparrow 
Hawk. 

Follow, him and see what 
he will do. 

He perches on the top of a 
dead tree out in the meadow. 

He shut his long Avings so 
suddenly, I could not tell 
what he did with them. 

How still he stands! 

He jerks his tail now and 



VJ>- 



I 
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then as though he were out 
of patience. 

This morning I ssi'w that 
same bird, I think, looking 
after one of my chickens in 
the harn-yard. 

He lias stood on that old 
tree a half an hour. 

DoAvn he goes. 

What has he caught? 

A bi rd , a bird ! 

He carries the bird to a 
fence. 

He has dropped it. 

He will not eat it. 
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NoT^ he has gone back to 
his tree. 

He has caught another 
bird already. 

See, he is eating this 
bird. 

Why did you not eat the 
otlier bird, little hawk? 

The first bird had been 

ill, and was not good for Mr. 

Hawk. 

So Mr. Hawk waited until 
he could catch a good, 

healthy bird. 
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See how prettily the hawk 
is striped and spotted. 

Wliat a queer, liooked bill 
he has! 

His nest is — now Avhere 
do you think? 

In that old last year 
crow's nest up in that pine. 

He picked up a few loose 
lea\"es and twigs and "fixed 
over" the nest. 

The eggs are cream or yel- 
lowish-white, with spots of 
brown. 



niKDLANU 141 

Mr. Bliu* Jay dislikes tliis 
little hawk very much. 

When the hawk comes 
near, the Jay will mimic it 
and chase it abont, until it 
is glad to fly away out of 
Mr. Jay's reach. 

Mr. Jay seems to he cry- 
ing, "You're a thief, you're 
a thief." 

But Mr. Jay cannot say 
much, for he, too, catches 
and eats young Inrds. 

"People who live in glass 
houses must not throw 
stones," Mr. Jay. 



THE OWL. 



What a dull looking bird- 
He looks like a cat. 
His nature is cat-like. 
He likes to catch and eat 
small birds, rats, mice and 
moles, as well as beetles and 

moths. 
His ^ngs are made of 

such downy feathers, you 

can scarcely hear him fly. 

That is so that he may not 

frighten away his prey. 



VVi 



\ 



BIRDLASD. 



He goes about in the night 
like a real thief. 

Xow and then he sounds 
a note almost like Fido 
■w^hen he whines. 




This is the Owl's only 
song. 

How droll the Owl would 
look tipping his solemn 
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head back and trying to 
sing like a robin or oriole! 

"Pshaw!" says Mr. Owl, 
*'I am too Avise to try to 
sing." 

This little Owl lives near 
the farni-hoiise in the 
orchard or garden. 

He sails low and swiftly 
over the fields in search of 
his food, now and then 
clicking his strong bill. 

He makes his nesting 
place in a hollow tree. 
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He carries in a few t^gs 
and grasses for lining, and 
the nest is ready for the 
eggs. 

Sometimes there is no 
lining at all, and the eggs 
are laid on the chips at the 
bottom of the hollow. 

The eggs are almost round 
in shape. 

The little owls stay in the 
nest until they are ready to 

fly. 

Some dark night they all 



( 
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take theii" first trip out into 
the "w^orld. 

Are j-QU not afraid to 
travel in the night, you 
little baby owlsy 

O no, little girl, the sun- 
light hurts our eyes. 

We can see in the night 
as well as your kitty. 





THE VULTURE. 

(RED HEADED.) 

What an awkward, home- 
ly bird this Vulture is. 

He has a red head, black 
body and wings and a drab 
tail. 

Of all the birds "we have 
learned about, this one trav- 
els over the largest space. 




VULTURB (CONIWR.) 
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He lives in Soutli America, 
Middle America, the West 
Indies and the United States. 

Poor, ugly bird, yon are 
very nseful to ns, for yon 
eat the dead bodies of ani- 
mals and birds, which, if 
left to decay, might bring 
us disease and death. 

A flock of vultures alight 
on a dead animal vrith a 
roar of wings like the rush 
of water. 

Each bird seizes a bit of 
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flesh always a little larger 
than he can easily sTvalloT^. 

He swallows it clown, and 
flies at a neighbor ^v^ho has 
a piece even larger. 

The t^wo rise in the air 
both pnlling at the bit of 
flesh. 

Sometimes the morsel is 
divided, sometimes the 
stronger bird gets the whole. 

Bah! we do not like your 
table manners, Mr. Vulture. 

This Vulture builds his 
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nest on thu ground in an 
old stump or hollow log. 

He sometimes builds on 
an island in crevices and 
hollows of rocks. 

The baby vultures are no 
more beautiful than Mam- 
ma and Papa Vulture. 





r;«;.\?-' 



OOLDBN XAOUI. 



THE EAGLE. 



And here is the King of 
Birds, the Eagle. 

He is perched on a crag 
high Tip above the sea. 

See how strong and fear- 
less he looks. 

No storm ever frightens 
him. 

Let the sea roar its deep- 
est note, let the forests make 
their loudest outcry, he 
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keeps on his way and takes 
no heed. 

He does not mind heat 
noi' cold. 

He passes from the Torrid 
to the Arctic Zones in one 
journey. 

He loves to perch on some 
high rock that overlooks 
the sea, for he is fond of fish. 

He can catch them him- 
self; but being king, he likes 
to make an unfiling ser- 
vant of the fish ha^vvk. 
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He does it in tliis way: 

He sits quietly on his 
rock and watches the blue 
sea, the white sails, the 
whirling gulls. 

Soon a fish haA\^k plunges 
into the ^v\^ater below and 
brings np a fine fish. 

With a cry, the eagle darts 
down straight upon the 
hawk. 

The fish hawk sees his 
enemy, and, dropping the 
fish, hurries away as fast as 
his wings can carry him. 
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Before the fish has 
touched the watei', the Eagle 
has him in his talons. 
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Away flies the Eagle to 
his home in the woods as 
proudly as though he had 
got the fish honestly. 

Young sheep, pigs, and 
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even little children are not 
safe when he is by. 

He likes to make his 
home in some dead tree near 
the water. 

He makes his nest of 
sticks, twigs, sea-weed and 
moss; it is often six feet 
from side to side, and two or 
three feet thick. 

They call you King be- 
cause you are so large and 
powerful, Mr. Eagle, but we 
wish you would learn bet- 
ter manners. 
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